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THE ExI S ES RETU* N 


Sofii ofthegr eno ‘d Isle, 
i Pay attention for n wide, 

Glad tidings I’ll relate unto thee 
iThe ho S they are rein mi g * 

And on i' hearts wish love Is hurtling, 
i 1 hanks to lie veu hey re once more at . li» 

, berly, 

CHORUS— 

So let us cheer them three fitnos three, 
'They re once mo e a 'liberty, 

They loved th-ir, country every man 
' Ool save Ireland wis their rry, 

They were reconcl'ed to die, 

(Like the brave Manchester Martyr* .who 
are gone, 

Long live our worthy Mayor, 
vWhose.hi a Pis just and fair, 

To the house of Commons did repar 
ful speed, 

(With McCarthy Down in & Maguire, 

He never did retire 

(Until the F vnian prisoners were free 

Oh glory to the men, 

M ho brought til >se Exiles home again 
To the land of old Erin Macoree 
Ant we hope before its long, 

O'Douovon Kossa & every man, 

<lf the Fenians wdl get their Liberty, 

Ah — Bat what about McCrnre, 

\ Whose heart was sound & pure, 

In the lone wood of Kilctooney he stood 
By Peter Crowbys side, 

Who fought there till he died, 

A nd the river ran red with his blood, 

Oh wit it ft happy change, g 

1 o see th? msn sho wi re in chains 
Kestored to their freinds &e untry, 

Oh thunks to the O’Cfltinor Don. 

A true M 3 etian Son. 

And every man who sought their libe ty, 

So now to end those lines, 

.May we soon see better times, 

May peace & plenty soon flourish on par 
si. ore, 

Ami I hope we ll shortly see, 

Gruntta Son* at liberty, 
t' ith tti rir friends iu old lrelond,ouoe turs e 


i-I’ Breretpn t Lr Fix change St Dtpfoi&e 


